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THE EX
Aiuateur Actors Will Cringt
and Blush a Little at 'The

Torch-Bearers.'

GEORGE KELLY'S satirical com
edy, "The Torch Bearers," now

at the Vanderbllt Theater
opens merciless tire on aspiring amateurtheatricals iu general .and th«
Llttio Theater movement in particular.The tlrst act is laid in the drawinsroom of tho homo of Frederick
I Utter in a small city. Mrs. flitter is

explaining to her husband. Just returnedfrom a businesB trip, how she

happened to fall heir to tho leading
feminine role in the play which her
friends arc presenting, when the leadingwoman, Mrs. Jimmy Sheppard, lost

her husband suddenly.
Rltter (taking a cigar from his easelLidho know that she was to play one

of tho leiding parts?
\f-« Mr. Sheppard?
Hitter.Yes.
Mrs. Hitter.Why, of course ho did;

rr.e'd Just finished telling him.when he

fell over. My dear, poor Clara Sheppardis a wreck. You want to write her
a note, Fred, when you get time. And
he never spoke.not a solitary word. But

siit says. Just as he was dying, he

gave her the funniest look. Oh, she

f ays if she lives to he a thousand she'll
never forget the way he looked at her.
Hitter (moving over from the right,

where ho has been standing, toward the

mantelpiece).Had he ever seen her act?
Mrs. Hitter.I don't know whether he

e\ it had or not. Tes, ho had, too; for
I saw him myself at the Century DrawingRooms last Easter Monday night:
and sho was in that p'ay that night
there.don't you remember?
Mrs. Hitter, preparing her husband for

the fact that u reheursal Is to be held
.rt their home. Informs hirn that Mrs.

J. Duio Painpliielll, an officious memberof the group, will dlroct tho perl'orrryince.
Mrs. Hitter.N'o, sho doesn't tako any

part.-he's Just In charge of everything.
fitter.That suits her better.
Mrs. Hitter.Kind of u directress, I

Hunirfisp vnu'd call her. (He Is lighting
his cigar and make* a funny sound of
amusement.) Telia us where to go, you
know. on the stage, so we won't be runninginto each other. (He takea the
cigar out of his mouth, laughs, and
throws the match etem Into tlio firer>Iae'e.)Really, Fred, you have no idea
how easy it is to run into a person on
the stage. You've got to know where
tou're going every time you move.

- What are you laughing at?
Tlitter.I was Just thinking of a few

of the things i've heard Mrs. Piimpirellicalled.
Mrs. Hitter.Oh. now, that isn't a bit

nico of you. Fred Hitter! I know you^
don't like her.
Hitter.I lilio her all right.
Mrs. Hitter.Tou do not, now, Fred;

so don't say you do.
Hitter.1 think she's marvelous.
Mrs. Rittcr-Well. she's tremendously

clever about this stage business, 1 don't
or > what vou say. tHe Bets tho cigar
'n Vim mouth at a rather challenging
angle, rests his elbows on the table and
uiulnta through the curling smoke with
an expression .susceptible of infinite ln'.iprctation.) YYju Just should bear her
talk about It torao time. Now, tho last
rehearsal wo had. over at htr house,
j ho on "Technique In Acting as

Distinguished from Method"; and you
have no Idea how interesting it was.
R'ttcr.You say you've given this show

before?
Mrs. Hitter.Oh, yea! We gave it on

tho fourteenth at the Civic Club. And,
my dear, that audience Just loved it.
And you'd be surprised, too, for it's a
tt.rrit -»llv «,.-Ir>uu tKlnir fnrt In n

way, It's too serious for the central
public. That's the reason several of the
people who buw it suggested that if we
fii\e it again we should give a dance
right after it. (He leans around again
and knocks jnore ashes into the fireplace.)Hut. of course, as Mrs. l'arnplneltlsays, it's an absolute lmposelblll'y
to give a dance at either the Civic Club
r.r the Century Drawing Rooms. Ho
that's how we're giving it this time
d own at Hutchy Kutchy.
Hitter- Where?
Mrs. Hitter.At Horticultural Hall

1 here at Broad and Spruce, you know.
Hitter.'Yes, I know; whtt'd you

mil It?
Mrs. Rltter.Hutchy Kutehy. Mrs

Tamplnelit always calls It that, and I
;oppose I'm getting into the habit, too.
from hearing her.
Hitter.What's the show for, a charity

of some kind?
Mrs. Hitter.It's for the Seamen's In-tltute.Kind of a refuge for them, you
now. while they're in port. So the
illors won't be wandering around the

streets getting Into bad company. It
w 3 Mrs. Pampinellt'a idea; so. of
course, she didn't want anything to hapP<n.So she called me up first thing
in the morning, and she said, "Paula,
darling, have you heard the ncwa?" So,
of course, I said "No." Because, up to
'hat time. I hadn't, and, naturally, I
wasn't going to say mat I had.
Twitter.Certainly not. (Ho turns and

flick* more ashes Into the fireplace.)
Mrs. Hitter."Well," sho said, "poor

Mr. Hheppard has Just passed on.it Well,
luckily 1 was sitting down at the time
or

' positively think I should have
pajmwd on myself.
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1 Alfred .4. Knopf has just pubvHalted the second volume of A. A.
V line's playa.the collection containing"The ftomnntic Ape," which
has fust pone into rehearsal here
with Leslie Howard and Margate
GMinora t/» the leading roles. The
somewhat plaintive introduction.
or most of it.is given here.

Dr A. A. «1UE.
ENCOURAGED by the reviewer

who announced that the Introductionto my previous collectionof playe van the best part
of the book, I venture to Introduce
this collection in a similar manner
Rut I shall bo careful not to overdo
It this time, in the hope that T may
win from my critic some such tribute
as, "Mr. Milne lias certainly Improved
as a dramatist, In that Vila plays ore
now rdightly bettor than lila Introduction."
Since then I am trying to make

this preface us distasteful ae possible
In order that the playn may shine out
the more pleasantly. I shall hearli.
thow better?) with an attack on the
dramatic critics. I will relate a little
onversatiori which took place slur 'lj

after the publication of "First Flays,"
between myself and a very much more
eminent dramatist. '

Eminent Dramatist tklndly).Tour
book serma to have been well reviewed.

Myself (ungratefully).Not bad.bv
those who reviewed It. Tint t doubt If It
ws« noticed by more than three regu'ar
dramatic critics. And considering that
two of the plays In It had never been
produced . . .
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Alison Skipworth, as the Little
Theater Directress, showing how
the "bird-wing" gesture is managed.

J Itter (as though shocked and distressed).Oh,don't say such things!
Mrs. Bitter.Well, really, Fred, you

have no Idea the feeling that camo over

me when she said that. "Well," I said,
"Betty, what on earth are we going to
do!" Because the tickets were all sold,
you know. "Well," she said, "Paula,
thn nnl. tViino T c-n tn An 1<i tn

you step right Into Clara Sheppard's
role." "Mel" I said, "l"cs," she sa#,
"you are tho only person In my opinion

- who is qualified to play the part."
"But, my dear." I snid. "I've never
stepped on a stage in my life!" "That
is absolutely Inconsequential," sho said,
"it's entirely u matter of dramatic Instinct,and." she said, "you have that
to a far greater degree than you have
any idea of." And, really, Fred, everybodywas saying Jt was a positive
tragedy that« you couldn't have been
there to see me. (The front door bell
rings incisively.) I never forgot myself
once. (Sha moves toward tho center
door.) I guess that's somo of the
people. »

Rlttmj.Where do you do this thins.
hero?
Mrs. Bitter.Yes, ^ust tho way we

have it fixed.
Bitter (rising suddenly).I think I'll

boat it upstairs.

Before he cau escape the players arrive.Mrs. Pampinelll comes in* with
Splndler. a rather weak minded youth
continually saluting, who has made n
study of the Little Theater movement
all over the country und who is being
used by her ag a sort of genertl utility
man. Mrs. Pnmpinelli gets to talking
of Jimmy Sheppard's death.
Mrs. P..Dear me, 1 don't know when

anything has so upset me. 1 don't think
I closed an eye the entire night, wonder-
ing xvhoie on earth 1 should get dome
uuu iu piny mi way n pari, innier
glances at her an he places his cigar
In his mouth.) Because, you know, M#"s
Sheppard was to play the part that
Paula plays.
Hitter.Yes, so she told me.
Mrs. P..But we had only three days

to get some one. And It didn't seem
possible to me for any one to memorize
that part In that length of time. So
I thought at first of asking Clara
Sheppard to go on anyway, and I should
make an announcement, but, you see
Mr. Sheppard was burled on the
fourteenth, and that was the night of
the performance, and, as I thought It
over, I felt that perhaps It was Just a
little too much to expect of her (he
gives her another glance In turning to
dispose of some ashes) considering ner
experience as an actress, I mean,
Hitter.Couldn't sh« have kept hlu

death a secret until after the per|formance?
Mrs. P..Well, I thought of that, too;

but, you see, it was three days (he
nods! and hej was so very well known.
Mrs. Kell enters. She la to be

promptness.
i. Mrs. Kell.Did I tell you I saw Clara
Sheppard to-day, Betty? (But Mrs.
_Pawptaelll i lost in thought and merely
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Eminent Dramatist (amused by my
Innocence).My dear fellow j/ou needn't
complain. I published »n unproducsd
play a'little while ago and It didn't got
a single notice from anybody.
NOW I lionf* fhtt-f. hnuf.rar alisrhtli* 1 h*>

conversations In the plays which follow
may move the dramatic critic, he will at
least he disturbed by this littl© dialogue.
All of us who are Interested In the theaterare accustomed to read and some
times to make ridiculous accusations
against the theatrical manager. Wo condemnthe mercenary fellow because bo
will not risk a lore of two or three hou>sand pounds on tlis Intellectual master;piece of a promising young dramatist,
preferring to put on some contemptible
but po >ular rubbish wMch Is certain to
fill Ids theater, but now we tee that
the dramatic critic, thut stern upholdrr
of the best lnt» restta of the British
drama, will not risk six shillings (and
perhnmi two or three hours of his time)
In order to rend the Intellectual msster'piece of the promising young dramatist
and s be able to tell us with authority
whether the manager really is refusing
mnstorploces or n«>. Ho will not risk six
shillings In order to encot.rago that
promising young dramatist.discouraged
enough already, poor devil. In his hopes
of fame and fortune.by tilling (him that
he right and that his plays are worth
nnmctlnng. or (alternately) to prevent
him from was'lng any more of his youth
upon an art form to which he Is not
suited. No. he will not risk his shillings,
but he will write an Important (and, let
us hope, well rewarded) article inform-
Ing us thut the Rrltinh drama Is going
to the dogs and that no promising young
dramatist Is ever given a fair chance.

Absurd, Isn't It?
j bet us consider this young dramatist |

I
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responds by silencing Mrs. Fell with a

gesture.)
Mrs. Kitter (coming to .Mrs. b ell's

right).Where'd you seo her, Nelly?
Mrs. lre!l.In Darlington's, ut tho

mourning counter.
Mrs. P. (without coming out of her

abstraction).Is sho go!~g In black?
Mrs*. Fell.My dear, she's in It

already.
Mrs. P..She's very foolish, under the

circumstances.
Mrs. Fell.That's what I told her today.I said, "Don't bo spectacular,

dear; It'll only make It more difficult
for you when you want to marry again.
And," I said, "you probably will marry

again"
Mrs. P..Of course sho will.
Mrs. Fell."For you're a compara-

tively young woman. So," I said, "just
get through these next few months aa

undramatically as possible. I know ho
was your first husband, and all that,
but," 1 said, "after all, he was only your
husband; It isn't as though you'd lost
some ono who was very close to you.
like one of your own people, I mean,
or something liko that. And," I said,"
"another thing, darling.always remero-
ber.he'd have very soon put another
In your place if it had been you."

Mrs. P..I should say ho would.
Mrs. Fell.Ana I felt llko saying,

"And I could gl^o you the names and
addresses right now of several that ho
would have put In your placo lonp ago,
only for the law." .

Mrs P..She must havo known It.
Mrs. Fell.Of course, she knew It. She

says no one will evor know how she
feels about losing that part. Decause,
she says, she knows she could havo done
so much with it. And sho says she
simply cannot wait until to-morrow
night to see Paula's Interpretation of
It.she's heard so much about it.
Mrs. P..Ia sho coming to the performanceto-morrow night?
Mtb. Fell.She cays sho will boa that

performance If sho has to disguise herself.
.Mrs. Rltter-Doesn't that sound just

like her?
Mr3. P..Yea.she's so full of dramatic

instinct.
Mrs. Fell.Ho never appreciated it,

though.
Mrs. P..My dear, has any artist ever

been adequately appreciated?
Mrs. Rittcr-I understand ho was very

heavily insured.
Mrs, Fell.Oh, yes.
Mrs. l^.She seemed very optimistic

when 1 talked to her on the telephone.
Mrs. Fell.Why, Frederick was wonderingwhy we didn't postpone the performancewhen Jimmy Fheppard died,

and X was telling him that you were
superstitious about a postponement.
Mrs. I\.No, Nelly, I was not superstitious,now, so please don't say I was.

I shouldn't care to have such an Impressiongjt abroad.
Mrs. Pell.Weh, you were something.

Petty.
Mrs I'.. T admit that X was something:but It was not superstitious. (AddressingHitter directly) J was intuitive.

Mr. Hitter. (Ho turns to the fireplace
and appears to be an unusually long
time disposing of his cigar ashes.) i
have struggled so long to Inaugurate a
Little Theater Movement In this communitythat I intuitively anticipated
the; occurrence of some obstacle to
Uiwcrt me. So that when the telephone
bell »ang tho night of Mr. Kheponrd's
death I eaid to myself, before I even
took down tho receiver: "This U my
event. Something has happened that Is
going to put my sincerity In this move-
nient <o the test. And I jnust remember
that, as Mr. Llncc'.u said. It is better
that we should perish than that those
Iflta'm for which we struggle should
perish." <She stops and looks at Mrs
Hitter, who Is standing In the center
door chejvlng, with a small wafer In
one hund and a little glass of clavet In
the other.)
The rehearsal, the ostensible business

of the evening, is about to start. Mrs.
Pamplnelll has some final Instructions
for the players.

Mrs. P..When you're getting on or
off the stage be very careful of thote
wooden strips that '.hey hav^ across the
bottoms of'doors and don't trip. I really
thlnlc that was what made some of you
so nervous at the Civic Club the last
time. So watch It, all of you. for they'll
probably have the samo thing down at
Hutchy Kutchy. There's perhaps nothingIn the world quite so disconcerting
as to trip as one comes on a stage. It
Isn't so bad golna off. but coming on
I have found that U requires a treated-
dous artist to rise above It.
Tho rehearsal proceeds with numerous

Interruptions, with constant directions
by Mrs. I'amplnelll, who blandly parses
between two players as they act, begging
their pardon politely, and with Incidental
noises, as when Splndlor, examining the
piano keyboard near sightediy, strikes a

key accidentally at climacteric moments.
Finally Mrs. Uitter comes In for her big
scene, ui.d she has hardly begun to utter
her s'iangy lines when Hitter, who has
been standing In the rear on tlie, steps,
groans and rolls downstairs. Ills wife
screams, and amid much excitement the
unconscious Hitter Is carried to a seat.

H F IT N f. R
for a moment, and aak ourselves why he
goes on writing his masterpieces. I
give threo reasons In the* order of Importance:

(1) The pleasure of writing, or, more

accurately, the hell of not writing, lie
get| this anyhow.

(C) Tho appreciation of his peers: his
hope of Immortality; the criticism of
the experts; fame, publicity, notoriety,
swank. reclame.call It what you will,
nut It Is obvious that he cannot have it
unless the masterpiece Is given to thj
world cither by manager or publisher.

(2) Money. If the masterpiece is pub-
llshcd only, very little; If produced, possiblya {Treat deal.
As I say. ho gets his first r*word,

anyhow. Cut let us bo flonert with ouracives.How many of us would write
our masterpieces on a desert Island, with
no possibility of being rescued? Well,
perhaps all of us; for we should feel
that, oven If not rescued ourselves, our
manuscripta. written on bark with a
burnt stick.clutched In a skeleton hand
.might bo recovered later by some
literary sea captain. (As It might bo,
Conrad.) Hut how many of us would
write masterpiece* If we had to burn
them Immediately afterward, or If wo
w< ro alone upon tho world, tho last survivorof a new flood? Could wo hear to
write? Could wo bear not to write? It
Is not fair to ask us. Dut we can adroit
this much without reserve.It Is the secondreward that tears at us, and, lackingIt, we should lose courage.

So when tho promising young dramatisthas his play refused by the managers
.after what weeks, months, years of
hope and fear, uncertainty and bitter
disappointment.ho has this great con
solution, "Anyway, I can altngys put/-
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Mrs. P..Go on with your Un«6. Pa-ulo.
Mrs. Hitter.Well, is he deed, Betty?
lira. P. (lu, the curtain commences to

descend).Never mind, darling, bo on

with your lines; tho play Is the thing.
Now, children, wo will go right on from
where air. Hitter fell downstairs.

*

In tho farcical second act the play,
which Is Itself culled "Tho Torch
Hearers," is presented, with dire results.
Properties get lost or are used improp<My.Some of tho cast loso their lines
and one of them loses half his false mustache.Another faints as he leaves the
stage, and practlcully all the players
trip over the doorsiil as they enter or
exit. After the performance tho curtain
gets stuck as Mrs. Pamplr.elll starts to
take a bow for no particular reason.
Confusion is worse confounded, hut they
all have a grand time and aro perfectly
convinced they covered themselves with
glory. It Is, In short, the typical amateurperformance. Rltter, having recoveredfrom his previous attack, steals
off to the performance at the risk of
losing consciousness again. Ho manages,however, to make his way home
surreptitiously after the performance,
and tho third act opens with him talking
to Jenny, the servant.
Jenny.Oh, Mr. Hitter! (sho moves

toward the door at the back) I didn't
hear you come In, sir! Is tho show
over?
Hitter 'stopping In the center door).

It's all over town by this time.
Jenny (standing at the left of the

door).Mrs. Hitter Just telephoned a
minute ago.
Hitter.Is she alive?
Jenny.Alive. Mr. Rltta?
Hitter (moiing forward toward the

table).Because if she is she's got a
charmed life. (He commences to removehis gloves). The Seamen's Institute.God help them on a night like
this!
Jenny.She was anxious to know If

you were still unconscious.
Rltter.If she telephones again tell

her yes. (I'e thrusts his gloves Into his
overcoat pockets and starts to remove
his overcoat).
Jenny (helping him with his coat).

Ain't you feelin' well uRaln. Mr. Rltta?
Rltter.No, Jenny. I'm not.
Jenny.Well, I'm sure I'm sorry, sir.
Rltter.And after that exhibition to-

night, I don't think I over shall feel
exactly well again. i
Jenny.Was It a. sad play?i
Kltter.The ' saddest thing I've ever

seen In my life.
Jenny.I alua cry when a show 1? sadKltter.Thatso?
Jenny.Yes, sir. And a funny thing

about me 13, the sadder it is the moro
1 cry.
Kltter.You'd havo had a big night

if you'd been with mc. You'd better
leave those right here, Jenny, I may
leave town again tornight.
Jenny.I'll put tliem right here. (She

lays them across the seat at the back,
to the right of the center door.) Did
they clap much when Sirs. Rltta finishedV

Kitter.I didn't wait for the finish,
Jenny.I came out, right ^ifter she came
out. I
Jenny (Toward the back at the loft)

.I'm dyln' till she gets home, to hear
how she felt. 1

Kltter (Taking a cigar from his case)
.I don't Imagine she'll home homeriglitaway. (He crosses to the little
smoking table at the left, rud Jenny.
looking at him with a puzzled expression,moves toward the right.) For if
she's not arrested before' morning on a
cltarge of inciting to riot, I'll get the
surprise of my life. (The telephone bell
ring.-.) See who that la, Jenny.
Jenny.Yes, sir, (She goes out into

the hallway to the telephone.)
Klttei.Anybody for ine, I've gone

Into permanent retirement. (
Jenny (At the telephone).Yes? (He

watches her fearfully.) Mr. KittaV
(He mRkos a rapid movement to the
portieres at the left and stands in sua- 1
pense.) Oh. Mrs. Kit'.a .'
Kltter.Who do they want?
Jenny (Into the telephone).No,

mam, bhe 'asn't got home yet. (To latter,In a lower tone) Mrs. Kitter.
Hitter.Who Is It, the police?
Jenny (Into the telephone).Ah

right, Mrs. Livingston, I'll give her your
message as boon as she comes in. Oh,
you're more titan welcome, I'm sure.
tUUr. Ik*.... «« \ It

uuiiba ***> / i;lUtter.Mrs. Livingston?
Jenny (Coming into the room again)

.Yes, sir.
Hitler.What does sho want?
Jenny.She says she wanted to con*

gratulate Mrs. Rltter on her performance
to-night.

ttlttcr.Did she see the show?
Jenny (Settling the magazines and

books on the table).She didn't say, 6lr.
Httter (Moving over to the window at!

the right).She didn't see It. If any of 11
thoso women come back hero with Mr*, j
Hitter. Jenny..say that I'm not homo ;
yet. Do you understand?
Jenny.-Yes, sir. «

Hitter (looking out the window). 1
And that you haven't seen anything
of me. '

Jenny.Yes, sir, Mr. Hitter, all right. \
Hitter.if my wife's alone, let me

know as soon as she comes in.
Jenny.Yes, sir, I will. (Telephone 11

bell rings.) j1
Hitter (As Jenny goes out to answer

Jt).You haven't seen anything of ine, 11
remember. JJenny.No, air. (Into the telephone)
Yes?.Yes. sir. (He watches her fear-I'
fully.) No. sir. elm hasn't got home yet I'
(She looks at him suddenly.)

Hitter (Breathlessly).Whut Is It?
Jenny (Into the telephone).No, sir,

he hasn't got home yet, neither.
Hitter (Apprehensively).Do they I,

I T IClZ E D
llsh it." Perhapa, after a dozen re-
fusala a manager offers to ptfl on his
play on condition that lie altera the ob-1
vlously right (and unhappy) ending Into
the obviously foolish but happy ending
which will charm the public. 1

Does he, the artist, suoaumb? How1
ea-y to tell himself that he must got his
play before the public somehow, and that
even If It ts not *ts play now. yet the that
two acts axe as lie wrote them, and that.If only to feel the thri'l of the audience 1
ai the great scene between the burglar

... .wt-Miiuun f II*) mustd>-aden his conscience tc tho absurdity'or u happy ending. But doea he *uc-jicurrib? So. Heroically he telle himaclt:"Ahjrway, I can publish it. and Tjam certain tho critics will agree with
mo that " But tho critic* are too
busy to bother about him. They are
busy Informing tho world that th»» Brit-
Ish drama Is going to the dogs and that1
no promising young dramatist over get*
a fair chance.

lot me say here that I am airing not
personal grievance. I doubt if any dramatisthas loss right to feel aggrieved
against the critics, the managers, tfo jpublic, the world than I, and whatever'
right f havo I renounce In return fori1
the good thlnga which I have received!
from them. But I do not renounce the
grlcvanco of our craft I say that Ini
the case of all dramatists It Is the bnsl-i
nose of the dramatic critics to review
their enacted plays when published.
Some of them do. meet of them do not. It
la ridiculous for tihose who do not to pretendthat they tahe any real Interest In
tho British drama. But I say "review."
not "praise." Let them damn, by nil
means. If tho plays are unworthy, and
by damning do so much of Justioe to the
managers who refuse them.
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Mary Boland as the complacent a

want mo? (She nods yes.) Who la It?
Police Headquarters, I'll bet a ten dollarnote! Tell them I had absolutely
nothing to do with her going on, that
1 didn't hear about It until last night,
and that I've been unoonsclous over
since! (ile stops and^ooka at tier.)
Jenny.The Times/ r
Rltter.My God, the newspapers have

pot hold of it!
Jenny (Into the telephone).Well,

just a minute, please.
Rltter (Taking a Btep cr two toward

hor).Tell them sho.dld.it on a betl
Jenny.The Times newspaper wants

to know If Mrs. Rltter has a full length
photograph of herself for the morning
paper.

Rltter (Going out into the hallway
and up the stairs).Tell them, NO I
Jenny (Into the telephone).Hello!
Rittor.But that she'll have some

taken as soon as she gets out of Jail!
Uhctt.)
The authoritative Mrs. Pamplnelll en-,

tire, loaded with tiowora for Mrs. Rltter,
wfcilo Jenny brings in others, which
Mrs. Pamplnelll explains were only half
it those received, three automobiles full
joing to the hospitals; After Jenny has
bestowed the floral tributes about the
room Mrs. Pamplnelll asks if Mr. Ritter
has returned. i

Jenny.No, mam, I haven't see any-
tiling of him.
Mrs. P. (laughing a bit and securing

a hairpin).Poor man! His wife's successhas very likely gone to hla head.
She crosses to the window at the right

ar.ct looks out.
Jenny.Ho wont out of hero about 8

o'clock.
Mrs. P..Tea. wo were so surprised to

hear that ho tvas there at all. tCoinmg
hack, fanning herself.) Because Mrs.
Rltter had said that he hadn't regained
consciousness up to the time she left
tne house. ,

Jenny.He 'adn't, neither. X thought
t 'ad two 'eads on mo when I came In
and saw 'lm puttln' on his 'at and coat.
Mrs. P..Well, did ho seem all right?
Jcr.ny.Yes. he seemed right enough,

hut ho was awful pale lookin*. And a

couple of tir.ien I spoke to 'lm he gave
me kind of a funny answer. Ho I got u

i-........ 0..,. I ..ulid 'ill,
>H . IllhU^liru, jv.u uuvn.

If he knew where he uuh goln'. and he
Mild, yes, that he was goln' to see "The
Torch Beurcrs." Kind of flighty, you
Snow.
Mrs. P..'Well, he would be, naturally,
Jenny.So then, when he got out to

the door, he turned round and be sea
to me, "Jenny: If you never see tno

tasln I want you to know that I died
in the cause of Art:" And he went out.
Mrs. P..lie was probably rambling a

bit. 1

Jenny.Uut he walked straight enough.
Mrs. Pamplnelll goes off with Jenny,

tolling the servant she will call "Sur-
orlse" when she wants her to come In
ind see the effect of the flowers on

Mrs. Hitter. The latter appears, flushed
with her triumph and carrying her own

nouqufct. Her husband comes down the
Hairs looking like a ghost, and his
wife, having learned that he was at tho
jeerformanco, reproaches him for not
taking her home.
Mrs. Hitter.And when you didn't come

back, of course, right away, I thought
iomethlng had happened to you.
Hitter (Without moving and In a tone-

ioss voice).Something has happened to
me. (She turns, apprehensively, and
looks nt him: then, still keeping her u

ryes on him, she moves slowly toward
a ^oint at the left of the center door.)
Mrs. it..What happened to you,

Fred ? i

Hitter Gooklng at her stonily).I've
»cn you act.
Mrs. H..What? (He raises h!s hand

polemnly to her and passes Into the
room and to the right, where he rests
one hand upon the piano and looks at
the floor as though all is lost.) What's
tho matter. Fred, did you have another
of those spells that you had last flight?
Hitter (shaking his head).Yes. only a

great deal worse.
Mrs. K..Isn't that dreadful! What do

you think it Is. dear? j1
Hitter.I don't know what it Is. It

looks like a wake to me. Who's dead;
Mrs. p..Dead?
Hitter.What are all these flowers doinghero? I
Mrs. U..Why, I Imagine some of the

ladles from the ehow have been here to
fix up a little surprise for me.
KIU«*r. l iiey tnouiu iiavti iicjiku .»

few randies end completed tlie effect
Mrs. R..But these arc Just presents,

Prcd. from friends of ours!
Hitter.They're t<-*.'nj of sympathy.

that's what they «r>:.
Mm. It..But there's nobody dead,

dear!
Rlttor (raising hia hand).Oh, ye*

there l»!
Mr*. U.-.Really. dear!
Kilter (pointlng.vat her)-Tou're dead!

You died to-night. down there on that
Btage at Horticultural I tall! And so
J id everybody else that wui up there
with you! _

Mrs. Tt-e-Why, how could I be dead,
S*er, when I'm here talking to you"
file ij lighting his cigar. 8he burets
out crying-) i'red, It'u terrible to see
yen thl* way!
Itltter.The human brain can only

stand mo much!
Mm. Hitler, thinking he's had another

spell, starts to telephone for the loctor.
Hitter.I won't see any doctor. I tell

you! There'* nothing he can do for
me! It'a all been dono. there's nothing
left, for me but to get out of town.

Sirs. R..'Well. Just let hlru coma ovor
and see you. dear.
Rltter.What would I let htm come

over and aee mo for? There's nothing
the matter with me!
Mrs. R..Why, you're as pale nj a

ghost!
Rlttdr.That'i nothing! I've simply

had a scare. A
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mateur in "The Torch-Bearers."
ti

Mrs. R..What scared you, dear? e

Ititter (turning and looking at her).
I uas afraid every minute somebody
was going to shoot you! J

Mrs. K. (after ft bewildered pause). T~u
But why should anybody shoot me.
darling?
Hitter.For trying to act! Making a pholy show of yourself In front of the

community! (She watches him, in apuzzled silence.)
Mrs. It..Didn't you like mo, Fred? ^Hitter.I did till I sow you act,
Mrs. R. (rather helplessly, as tbo situationdawns upon her).Why, Mrs. ^Paniplnclli said I was a. great artist.
Hitter (taking the cigar from his

mouth and laughing bitterly).Mrs ^Pamplnelli is perhaps the world's ^greatest NUT. '(Mrs, Pamplnelli, who 8
has been standing back of the drapery
over at the right in a state of puzzled
irresolution, reacts, physically, to this "
last observation.)
Mrs. R..Bhe says I ought to go on y

with the work.
Hitter.She meant the housework! n

Mrs. K..She didn't mean anything of
the 1,1/id! She said I ought to go to *
New York. h
Hitter.That's It! It's ft lot of that

kind of gab to poor things like you
Lhi.t keeps the New York restaurants tl
supplied with waitresses! (He crosses jto the window at the right and seizing J'the fancy brocade with which it is i"
hung, gives it a little yank to one side
to look out. This gesture leaves him

(looking into the frozen eyes of Mrs. ,l

Pamplnelli.)
Mrs. P. (Icily).You creature!
Rlttcr (turtilng smoothly away, as fjthough ho had been hit with something

In the right eye).Another actress. (He J.moves along over to the left. About Vhalf way over he turns and sa>-3 over
his left shoulder.) What did you do ,,come through the window? J'Mrs. P..I've beau hiding here.Rlttcr (continuing tc the left).Idon't blamo you, after that show; I'vo
been doing the same thing myself. ,,

Mrs. U (who has teen staring wide
eyed at Mrs. Pamplnelli).Oh, Mrs.Pampinelli, you didn't hear what he'sbeen saying!

cMrs. P..Every word.
Mrs. Ik (starting to cry, and coming;around to thu chair at the left of th»

center table to sit down).Now, Fred j.Ritter, you see what you've done!Mrs. P..And I wouldn't liavo missed tlIt. (Bhe moves from her statuesque y<attitude at the window an! lookingbitterly a* Ritter. whe haa his back »o hher. starts slowly across toward the b,table.) I'll know how to regartP thbgentleman In tho fututc. I came home tlhurriedly with these few flowers, as 01Just h little acknowledgment of the up. fl]preciHtion that v«m- - 1
, -. n us.1, IWI, HI1Uall I h«ar la abuse, and u very crude. tlbut very vtnomouit attempt at satire(Mrs. (Utter qulto goes to pieces.) Con- oitrol yourself, dear. I wouldn't pleaseUlm.

. fiRlttci'--She's acting again. t<Mrs. P..Vou barbarian! (To MrsHitter) full yourself together, darling, nMrs. U. (trying to Mialghl.cn up).Oh. I Just can't, Mrs. Pamplnelll 1Mrs. P..liOnU ut the state of cinotloo
you Vn got this poor girl Into. h

Hitter. Shu's an emotional actress. a'
(Mrs. Hitter bawls.)
Mrs. P..You ravage* (To Mrs. Rlt- w

ter) Let me got you something, Paula.Mrs. R..Call Jenny. !t
Me.'. P. (stepping to the portieres atthe left).Yi*. dear.Jenny, Jenny, 1

dear! Surprise 1 Come here, Jenny. Surprise1
Hitter (after glancing around to set Tthe meaning of "surprise." glances at ,jIlls who).Why don't you take youl f\makeup off? siMrs. R..I forgot It, I was so worrlod 0about you. sHitter.You look like a Dutch squaw.Mrs. P..Le t her alone I Don't mind tllilm. Paula. 1,Hitter.She's all made up! and It'e wtomlng off.

eMrs. P..Well, what If It Is? m*Hitter.1 don't want to bo reminded ,of that ebow.
Arter Nelly Fell, the promptrc.-s. en- tl

tore. Hitter launches Into a rauatic -

irltlclum of the players. | tl

Awaiting Yoi
MOND

TIMES MjLARK THEATER.7 ho S
h play by Channlng Pollock
thorno and Lo'vcll Sherman hea
Stephenson. Frederick Vogeding

Ml'SIC BOX.Sara II. Harris will
Bo* Revue," postponed from la

TPESI)
KLAW THEATER.Ooldreycr and

Wi'rning," a melodrama In thi
foundod on Wadsworth Camp's r
cast In headed by William Cour
Clarence Dorwoat and Charloe

WEPXES
UETY-SINTH STREET THEATER

"The Insect Comedy." adapted
.losef and Karel C'apek by Owen
and an epilogue the life of man
The cast .includes Robert Edei
Wlthee. Vinton Freedley, Beatrl

FI NCH AXT> JIJDT THEATER.F.
known," by Robert Houaum. M
head the eaat.
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COMEDY
Kltter.Why, they didn't even know

heir linen,
Mrs r. {coming back from tlio winlow).ThatIs a falsehood ! They ran

ver every line last night, right here
n this room; and they ltncw practically
ill of thein.
Hitter.What good wspj that, If thpy

ouldn't remember them on tho stage*
.Mrs. p. and Mrs. It. together.Mrs,

\ : Tliey could remember them. Mrs. R.;
could remember them on the stage.,,]

.ever missed one line 1
Ritter.She and that other woman

at there blinking at the audience like
couple of sparrow hawks.
Mrs. P..They did nothing' of the

;iii<l.'
Mrs. Kell.Of course they didn't,
ltltter (to Mrs. Fell).How do you
now? You weren't out there.
Mrs. Fell.I could see them through

he scenery, couldn't I? And they didn't
sok anything Uko a couple or sparrow
awks, us you say.
Mrs. P..Well, as 1'vo never seen a

ouplo of sparrow hawlis, I can't apreclatethe comparison.
Hitter.Well, you'd have seen a couple

o-nlght, if you'd been with me. ,

Mrs. R..Don't argue with him, Betty;
e'a only trying to be smart.
Kltter.Why didn't ono of them say

omething?
Mrs. P..What could they havo said?
Hitter.Why, any comrnonp'ace! .t'd
ave been better than Just sitting thoro
Unking.
Mrs. P..One can't bo commonplace In

lgh comedy. f
Hitter.Was that what it was? v

Mrs. P..What did you think It was?
Kltter.You tell her, Nelly; I haveu't

ot the heart.
Mrs. Fell (looking at Mrs. Pamplnelli
nd then back to Ritter).You bold
Sing. (There Is a pause. She places
or hand on Paula's shoulder). Don't
st him upset you this way, Paulu.
Mrs. P..I supposo you would havo

clipsod Edwin Booth if you had boon
p there.
Ritter.Well. I'd have known bettor

han to sit blinking at the audience.
Mrs. R..I didn't blink at tho audi-

nee t
Mrs. Fell.Don't answer him. honey.
Mrs. P..What could tlicy liavo done
nder the circumstances?
Hitter.Why, they could havo covered

I up if they'd had any brains!
Mrs. P..Covered it up with what?
Hitter.Why, with anything! Imromptuconvention!
Mi*. P..And atvo the audleneo laugh

t them?
Hitter.They latched anyhow, didn't
hey?
Mrs. Fell.That was not their fault!
Rltter.Whoso fault was it? What
appened to the shinny guy's istache
sat it kept falling off ftvery other line?
Mrs. P. (withering him with a look).

>h, it only fell pit twice; don't exagcrate!(He laughs louder),
Mrs. Fell.You bold tiling!
Rltter.How .nany times was it suposedto fall off?
Mrs. P. (coming down to the right).

troll, what if It fell off a dozen times:
verybody knew it wasn't real! (He
aars).
Mrs. Fell.It's a lucky thing for y>u,
rederlck Hitter, that you're npt my
usbarid!
Rltter.That goes both ways, Nelly.
Mrs. Fell.Well, when you do woiuedngthat you'll get so many flowers
tat my limousine will have to make
tree* tr'ps to get. them to the various
ospitais, we may pay more attention
> what you say.
Ritte.r.I suppose most of the audienco
ave gone with them, haven't they?
Mrs. Fell.What?
Mrs. P. (straightening htr Cpera
loaJO.Don't answer him, T?Icanor»Envyloves a lofty mark." The next'
me wo have a part that cnlla-for a

ery limited intelligence we'll cngago
Ir. Rltter fort!.
Rltter.Well, if you do. he'll know
ow to walk across the stage without
ipping every other ntep.
Mrs. Fell.Who tripped every other
iep ?
Hitter.The weeping willow there,
rtru. Hitter begins to weep afsesh.).
Mrs. Fell.I don't know how you're
oi afraid to He ro.
Hitter.8ho tripped when s'uo first
ime through the door, I was looking
Jfkl at her!
Mr». P..(who has her hand or> Paula's
tioi.lder, comforting her).She didn't
all. did she?
Hitter.No, but It looked for a while
>ere though she wan going to! I
ery nearly hud heart failure.»
Mr?. P. (to Mrs. Hitter) -Don't mind
im, Paula. (Paula cries and will not
c consoled.)
Bitter.She tripped when she came on
le stage, she tripped when she went
rf, and she tripped over the rug when
do went over to the desk!
Mi s. P..Sho didn't tHp any oftoner
mn anybody else! (Ititter laughs.)
Mrs. Fell.Nor half so often tin some
f the others, now that you spouk of It!
Mrs. P..I will admit that Mr. House

ossis a bit unsteady, but that is due
) his weak ankles.
Hitter.What was the star's unsteadiesadue to?
Mrs. H..The rugs!
Ititter.What?
Mrs: r..Those funny rusts that they
ave down there. We didn't use them
t the rehearsals, and, naturally, when
came to the performance, Paula

asn't accustomed to them.
Bitter.She was accustomed to rugs
t home, wasn't she?
Mrs. P.^W'ell, sho wasn't xik home on
ie stage.
Ititter.That's my argument in u nulliell.
Hitter goes into a discussion of the
Ittle Theater movement, pointing out
Dat "the theater la-it matter of ounllIcations.the same as any other profeslon,"and that Mrs. Pampinelll got In
n the movement because it sounded
mart.
Mrs. Rttter weepingly says she doesn't
link after the objections her husband
as just voiced that she cares to go on
rith a career on the stag". This deIdesMrs. Pampinelll, the champion of
'Oman's Individuality, to retire, with
parting shot.
Mrs. P..Only remember tills. Paula.
ioro will actr whan huvhmwla
re a thing of the past. (Whereupon
iio cuckoo clock goes off again.)
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ir Response
ii.
ielwyns will present "The Fool."
James Klrkwood, Pamela Gaydthe cast, which includes Henry
and Sara Southern,
present * Irving Berlin's "Music
st week.
AY.
Mlndlin will produce "The Last
ree acts by Thomas F. Fallon,
lovel. "The House of Fear." Tho
'tlelgh and includes Ann Mason,
Trowbridge.
BAY.
.William A. Brady will present
from the Cseeho-Slovaklan of
Davis. In a prelude, threo acts
In paralleled by (hat Of insects,

son, Kenneth MacKcnnu. Mabel
ce Maude and N. St. Clalr Hales.
Ray Goetz offers "Persons tTnarthaHcdmau and John Mlltern

^

%
The Greatest Sporting Goods

Store in the World

Madison Avenue and 43t'i Street
New York

Birds in
The Uplands

The whistle of ^voodcock ^and the whirr of grouse.a jstartling challenge comes from
every hillside and copse. > 1
Ankle deep in swirling leaves

.the pungent smell of -J
Autumn fires on the wind.
why try longer to resist the
woodland's lure?
Through the Abercrombie J

& Fitch store, from its wonderfulgunrack, with a matchlesscollection of sporting
arms, to the big fireplace in
the log cabin on the roof, there
is the echo of whirring wings.

Games for the
Halloween Fireside

j
Old games and new games-.

the latest house party games
from Europe and those which
amused our forbears, in the
days of Salem witchcraft.

Including the ancient
Chinese game of Mah Jong.
three thousand years old.beingjust now the game of the
hour in America, Europe and
Asia.
Hand carved and richly coloredMah Jong sets, of ivory

ana bone, imported from
China.

Hazard, baccarat, roulette, chess,
checkers, backgammon, and all card
games, with tables and counters,
Imported cloisonne cigarette

boxes and ash trays -sporting noveltiesin endless variety, for gifts and
dinner favors.

Men's and Women's
Outdoor Clothes

/. 7 *

Coats and suits for men and
women.hats and boots.for
town and travel, woodland
and field.'
Topcoats of imported

tweeds, fleeces, camel's hair.x
riding topcoats and motor v

coats; and women's reversible
fur-lined tweed coats.
The complete Abercrombic Sz

Fitch productions.the lurgest at:eortmentu of sporting clothes in the
world.

Write for Xetc Booklets
on Men's a/td Women's
Outdoor Clothes.

flbercrombic
& Fitch CoILZrOv it. r'lfut, .es.dent

Madison Avenue and 45t.i Streat
New York

" Where the Blazed Trail
Crosses the Boulevard/"

mmmmmrn


